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this poignant touch. It was one of the many things at the
Irish port better left unwritten.
An English millionaire brewer suffered the delusion that he
had personally rescued fifty survivors. Disheveled, his cloth-
ing still damp, his gray hair awry, he searched out every
writer he could find to tell of his experience in exhaustive de-
tail. His name appeared in the list of survivors, but the im-
possible rescue story was not cabled.
I tried to talk to a Wisconsin automobile manufacturer who
had been picked up in golf clothes. His response was almost
physical violence.
"Why should I talk to you blankety-blank reporters?" he
shrieked. "You are a crowd of jackals and vultures feeding
on all this misery. I'll do my talking when I get back to the
United States. I'll tell 'em something about the war, the
blankety-blank-blank yellow-livered gang in Washington!"
This survivor was obviously pro-Ally, a Republican, and a
warlike one. And it would have been difficult to find a soul
in Queenstown that day who did not agree with him.
I recall several interviews with prominent Lmitania victims
incident to the new neutrality position of the United States.
One of these was Fred J. Gauntlet of Washington, and I quote
his words as cabled from Queenstown:
If America does not avenge her citizens who lost their lives
by this violation of all the known rules of international war-
fare, I shall feel like renouncing my citizenship. This was
murder, criminal murder. And Count von Bernstorff was the
criminal premeditator of it.
I saw the first boat launched over the port side of the
Lusitania. It was filled with women and little children. It
was dashed to pieces against the listing side of the ship just
before the davits could be cast loose. These women and chil-
dren were drowned before my very eyes.

